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Onto a Cracking Start (Introduction) 


Yet again I have woken up with the same dream. The hustle-bustle of Delhi has always 
succeeded in subduing the emotions with practical exigencies, but this time I am just not 
getting deluded. This is excruciating. The culprits are the memories of my trekking trip to 
Annapurna Circuit, Nepal. In this travelogue, I am making you privy to my unconsummated love 
affair with the nature with the hope this will alleviate the pain a bit. Wish me luck and enjoy 
reading the travelogue. Extra perks: magnificent waterfalls, towering mountains, pleasurable 
pine forests, picturesque lakes, meandering rivers/streams, snow clad peaks, slithering 
pathways, wide valleys, beautiful villages, quivering suspension bridges, docile-yet-petulant 
yaks, shy blue sheep, cute kids, pretty ladies, smiling men, bright sunshine, dark clouds, cold 
nights, enthralling views, and everlasting unconditional love. 

Before I start the love tale, let me prepare you for the encounter. Annapurna Circuit trek going 
anti-clockwise starts from Besisahar, Nepal, where you can buy your ACAP (Annapurna 
Conservation Area Project) permit as well as your TIMS (Trekker's Information Management 
System) permit, but the majority buy them in either Kathmandu or Pokhara at Nepal Tourism 
Board (NTB) office. Unfortunately, NTB only sells trekking permits. I wish they would also sell 
other essentials like trekking shoes, rucksack, day bag (for things like passport, visa, trekking 
permits, wallet, tablet, laptop, mobile, etc.; don't keep them in the rucksack), sleeping bag, 
emergency Mylar blanket, headlamp, trekking sticks, torch, candle, matchstick, thread, sewing 
needle, door lock, whistle, pepper spray, empty water bottles, medicines (esp Diamox, 
Paracetamol, Ibuprofen, sterilized needles, gauze bandage, and antiseptic ointment), water 
purification tablets, dry fruits, chocolates (yes, there you can eat them sans qualms), electrolyte, 
sunglasses (preferably mirrored wraparounds), jackets, woollens (esp thermals to enable 
layered clothing), socks (glut of them), cap/bandana, slippers, nail trimmer, sunscreen, lip-balm, 
toothbrush, toothpaste, soap, detergent, toilet paper, tissues, towel, mirror, shaving/make-up 
kit, maps, and guidebook (I referred to the one by Partha S. Banerjee and can vouch for its 
contents). I bought most of these things in India, but the majority buy them in UK, Germany, 
Spain, Russia, Holland, Italy, France, and other parts of Europe: Europeans love trekking. By the 
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checking your stamina and endurance. I started very slow and took my sweet time checking out 
all that was on offer in the first group. I didn't fall into the trap of choosing between Upper 
Pisang and Lower Pisang and did both, building endurance in the process. In the second group, I 
tested my endurance: Thorung La pass and Tilicho Lake being the destinations manifesting the 
success. The trek beyond is, however, no less enthralling. It is mostly downhill, and I took this as 
an opportunity to mountain bike. Kagbeni, Jomsom, Marpha, Chairro, Tukuche, Kalopani, etc., 
are some other names that will surround-sound your dreams thereon. Muktinath to Jomsom 
forming part of Baragaon or Lower Lo is a cold desert with magnificent viewpoints clouded in 
sand dunes. Jomsom and beyond are beautiful villages set up in the lap of nature: you will want 
to live there forever, but a soothing dip in the hot springs of Tatopani in the end will, however, 
be the only compensation on offer, and you should grab it, enjoy it as you may, and move on 
because that is the only option, after all. 

There is a lot more that one should learn before trekking, especially about the medical 
exigencies and the preparation therefore. I am not a medical expert, so I am not waxing 
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eloquent about it. However, one thing which I noticed but is often ignored was the ferocious 
hill dogs. They were different. Not like the ordinary street dogs we find in cities. So, be 
prepared I If you are not inoculated against Rabies, do it before you go trekking. If you are 
bitten by a hill dog, evacuation to Pokhara or Kathmandu is the only option, which can be 
difficult, expensive, and time consuming in the hills. Did I scare you? There are many other 
things which can scare you, but hold on...l am not playing ghost here. So, no more scaring. Just 
delve into the ensuing pages for love and excitement instead. 
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The Love is in the Nature (Chamje to Manang) 


Most of the trekking in Annapurna Circuit is in Manang and Mustang districts of Nepal. I did all 
my trek in Manang on foot (except for a small jeep ride) and, in Mustang, on a mountain bike. I 
started from a small village near Synange, which is in Lamjung district, not Manang district. My 
first day of the trek from Synange to Chame through Lamjung district was uneventful. Man has 
the capability of destroying nature, which gets manifested best in roads and dams built in hills. 
Of course, he would call it love. A lot of them were being built on the way to Synange and 
further up to Chamje and even beyond, right up to Manang. A lover would love his beloved in 
whatever form, with or without make up, but loving a natural beauty gives extreme pleasure. 
Thankfully, the trekking route gets bifurcated from the jeep route after Chamje, whereafter you 

experience the real pleasure of loving the nature. I did this 
trek from Chamje to Dharapani via Tal. Manang district 
starts from Tal village.Trekking from Chamje to Dharapani 
was an ode to the beauty of Marsyangdi, the river. She 
meanders through the hill locks, hiding shy behind tall 
mountains often, yet exposing her youthful glory in the 
waterfalls abundantly enough. At all other times, she is 
serene, calm, and pretty like a blossomed lady. However, 
this is a beauty which can only be admired from a distance. 
Any attempt to get too cozy can land you in heavenly 
pleasure, which humans, unfortunately, can't enjoy while 
being alive. So, be more circumspect and less enthusiastic when admiring eternal beauties like 
Marsyangdi. There are many good options amongst humans otherwise; exercise them. 

Reaching Tal from Chamje is lots of hard work. The trail climbs up around 300 m from Chamje 
to Tal, and most of it is through rocky terrain. It is also hard because it is the first experience of 
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between two tall mountains. Just on the opposite side at the entrance of Dharapani is an 
awesome waterfall. I cajoled the guest house keeper to allot me the room facing the waterfall 
and Marsyangdi. The room was very cold, but I was game for a chilly night, for I knew it shines 
bright in the morning, always. How naive I was! The sun shone brightly as expected, but none of 
the rays entered the room. Of course, they wouldn't because I was sandwiched in a deep gorge. 
Marsyangdi kept flowing nonchalantly, and I suffered from cold and a broken heart. How 
ruthless! Of course, I was spurned and rejected. I am also adamant. I stayed put till the fresh 
rays of hope entered the room. They did enter, but it was almost noon by then. I was not 
interested anymore. I was unlucky but would advise you to try your luck in Chamje Danda 
instead, where a guest house is located just opposite an even more spectacular waterfall. If you 
are riding in a jeep, you can alight there. The location is very near to Chamje, so even if you 
don't get accommodation in Chamje Danda, you can always walk to Chamje. 

I started late for the trek losing all interest in Marsyangdi. Not only did I start late but also I was 
tired. So, I also started slow. I walked lazily through Dharapani and reached Bagarchap, the next 
hamlet on the route. From thereon, you start admiring snowy mountains in sunshine, but that's 
not the only choice: you also have wide potato fields, forested slopes, beautiful villages, 
unencountered beasts, picturesque viewpoints, and, of course, Marsyangdi, remaining as 
beautiful as ever. That's when you are spoilt for choices 
and want to claim it all like a teenager, but the 
appropriation is not that easy. Though Danagyu, the next 
hamlet, was reached comfortably, the way ahead was 
difficult. I had started late, so I skipped lunch and soon 
reached a fork next to yet another waterfall, where a 
trekking trail shoots off from the jeep road to a tiring climb 
While you climb up, you are not fully cognizant of the 
available choices ahead; therefore, you curse yourself for 
having taken the forlorn adventure of trekking when a jeep 
ride is all that is required to reach the destinations. The 
climb was tough through steep slippery pathways. Tougher than anything encountered till then. 
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in high spirits. Everybody was high on drugs. Everybody was a magician. I was almost on the 
finishing line when a Dutch hippie couple defeated me in my game. They overtook me waiving 
at me all the same. Nevertheless, I was in Chame, the district capital of Manang district and the 
last big settlement after Besishahar on the on foot trek. 


Chame is a favourite night halt of the trekkers. Guidebook recommends Koto too. Just after 
Chame, there is a small settlement called Talekhu, which has very wide potato and maize fields 
and some apple orchards too; another excellent place to spend a night. But I was not interested 
in halting any time soon that day. It was around 2 pm when I reached Chame. After spending 
about an hour in Chame -- shopping, refilling medical supplies, refilling water, and fooding --1 
started again. Talekhu was passed by in no time, and then came the pleasurable walk through 
the pine forest by the side of Marsyangdi. I think nobody would traverse that path in the late 
afternoon/evening. It was sheer luck that I had halted in Timang the previous day, had 

experienced the magical spell 


in the morning, and had 
jogged my way to Chame by 
the afternoon that I was 
doing that pleasurable walk in 
the afternoon/evening with 
Marsyangdi. She looked 
gorgeous yet again, but this 



time she was not only 
gorgeous but also a friend. I 


halted often to spend time 


with her. She didn't halt even then and kept flowing endlessly, but I had realized it was her 
nature. What mattered was the moment. The moment of companionship, which I enjoyed 
ecstatically in the midst of the pine forest. I did get a companion, after all, though only for a 
while. Since it was getting darker, and there was not a sign of humanity anywhere, I had no 
choice but to move on to the next accommodation for the night stay, and the accommodation 
would be in Bhratang, the best I got on the whole trek. 
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Gorkhas, but not a single one of them has ever reached the rank of a colonel. Yet Gorkhas are 
better off than others, like Tamangs, in Nepal. This indicates the kind of poverty that engulfs 
the country. In fact, as of 2017, the annual income earned by the Gorkhas from the Indian Army 
through pensions, salaries, and other emoluments was more than the annual budget of the 
Nepalese Army -- Naxals would call it income earned by the mercenaries. A correction: now not 
even Naxals venture out at night after joining the mainstream politics. The attendant looked 
like a Naxal supporter and wouldn't have mistaken me to be a Naxal. I think he just found me 
stupid to venture out at night without protection, which I agree is stupid to a very great extent. 
There is a very thin line between stupidity and romanticism. 

Again I started late after enjoying hot shower followed by breakfast in sunshine, and such 
would be normal thenceforth. It was time to get introduced to the exotic views of the 
Himalayas in their eclectic wonders. First encounter was an utterly barren slope rising into the 

heaven, literally. It's called 
Oble, translated as gateway 
to heaven. It is, of course, a 
geological wonder, but the 
locals have also turned it into 
a religious site: they perform 
rituals to make the departed 
ones travel up Oble to heaven. 
After a steep climb just after 
encountering Oble, the trek 
remained pleasurable 

through the pine forest up to Dukhure Pokhari, and was an easy trail even thereafter. I met 
another couple while climbing up. A lanky guy and a well-built gal lazily enjoying the sun. Yes, 
they were married. Only after marriage can you feel so comfortable in your unfit body. I kept 
meeting this married couple time and again, and each time I offered them free advice and 
information on picturesque viewpoints. However, they seemed more interested in themselves 
than in my intelligence, but they always greeted me with a warm smile. I didn't enquire about 



18 





Soon you would read me 
throwing in big names like 
Annapurna II, Annapurna III, 
Annapurna IV, Pisang, 
Gangapurna, Great Barrier, 
etc. The mountains viewed 
from the chorten didn't boast 
of these names but were 
certainly the curtain raiser to 
the panoramic reality show of 
the Himalayas to be 

broadcast real time soon with the special effects from the sun himself. For the time being, the 
sun was setting, nevertheless announcing his arrival soon with a halo over the peak he chose to 
set behind. I couldn't have waited for long to bid goodbye, for there were wolves and leopards 
waiting for me in the jungle, and so I entered the forbidden territory in the twilight. 

To be frank, I was too scared to enjoy the walk through the pines, but the evening, so pleasant, 
assured me that even the beasts won't act beastly to a guest. I didn't even realize when the 
ecstasy took over the anxiety, and I started enjoying the walk. It was, by far, the most pleasant 
walk throughout the trek till then, even better than the 
one with Marsyangdi the previous day. The mind was free 
of fear, but the message had not been communicated to 
the limbs. So, the hands were clutching onto the pepper 
spray and the legs were walking fast, very fast. But, at the 
same time, the mind was welcoming pleasantries from the 
trees, the bushes, the breeze, the evening sound, the pine 
smell, and even possibly the wolves and the leopards 
hiding somewhere behind the bushes. By the time I exited 
the jungle, my mind had been won over to do the walk 
again, and so would do I the very next day. For the 
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So satisfied, I left Ngawal for Ghyaru with a determination to unravel the beauty of Annapurna 

II. The extravaganza would 
continue for 2 hrs, but the 
show would be slightly 
different. There I would walk 
the ramp and Annapurna IV, 
Pisang, Manaslu, Oble, 
Gangapurna, Lamjung Himal, 
and, of course, Annapurna II 
would watch me from a 
distance, but the smart 
camera would only click those 
who would be worthy of its 
attention — a few selfies clicked by me perforce would also be deleted in embarrassment. 
Marsyangdi would also make 
a special appearance 
meandering through the hills 
in a deep valley. First to be 
clicked was Oble, who re¬ 
appeared in a different avatar 
looking strange yet handsome 
contrasting himself away 
from the run-of-the-mill 
competitors. Soon thereafter 
Marsyangdi was spotted 
flirting with numerous suitors 
on either side yet carving an identity in a territorial valley while maintaining safe distance from 
the lechers. Pisang, Manaslu, Gangapurna, Lamjung, Annapurna IV, were spotted too, but my 
camera would fail to distinguish the one from the other and click the panorama instead from 
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second skin. The dinner table discussion centred on Indian politics, capitalism, socialism, etc., 
which is not of interest here. 

Suddenly, the next day morning, I had the urge to put my trekking on the super fast mode a la 
the Gujju AAPians. I had decided to do Tilicho Lake for pretty long, so that couldn't be skipped. 

In any case, Tilicho Lake is unmissable. Ice Lake and Milarepa's Cave were, therefore, missed. 
Anyways, there can be no better preparation for Thorung La pass than the trek to Tilicho Lake. 
Thereon, my focus shifted from romancing the nature to hardcore trekking: I would not even 
admire Marsyangdi at the confluence of Khangsar Khola, the river, and Jharsang Khola, the river, 
where she begins her journey. But my camera would keep capturing the nature's glory in 
autopilot mode. The next four days would be the most hectic days of my life. I would jump from 
3500 m to 4000 m the first day; from 4000 m to 5000 m and back to 4000 m the second day; 
from 4000 m to 4500 m the third day; and from 4500 m to 5400 m and back to 3700 m the 
fourth day. The first day would be Braga to Shree Kharka via Manang; the second would be 
Shree Kharka to Tilicho Lake via Tilicho Base Camp and back; the third would be Shree Kharka to 
Thorung Phedi via Yak Kharka; and the fourth and the final one would be Thorung Pedi to 
Muktinath via Thorung La pass. 
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The Test of Endurance (Manang to Muktinath with a Side-Trek to Tilicho Lake) 


My day would normally start around 11.00 am, which was certainly late by the hills' standard, 
but I enjoyed it that way. I will have to admit I was lucky to have experienced such good views 
of the mountains even so late in the day. However, this is not the norm in the hills. The norm is 
to start early and get best views of the hills in the early morning sun because there is often 
overclouding by the noon. As usual, I started late, but reaching Shree Kharka on time before 
dark was of utmost importance, for there is no habitation after Khangsar. Manang was reached, 
entered, and exited speedily. I had already experienced the village on the previous day while 
attending the HRA lecture. It also has ACAP's checkpoint, where a medical facility is also 
operational. I retrieved some sterilized needles from there and hastened my exit from the 
village, for the way to Shree Kharka was strenuous. By the time I left Manang, it was already 
12.30 pm. I had been walking slow and had to increase my speed, but, thankfully, I was in the 
groove. Early part of the trek was followed on the riverside: first Marsyangdi, then the 
confluence of Khangsar Khola and Jharsang Khola where Marsyangdi originates, then Jharsang 
Khola, and finally Kharsang Khola thundering down below in the canyon. But I was just not 
interested in Marsyangdi or any other river that day. Gangapurna Lake was also reachable with 
a little detour, but I ignored her too. There were some excellent views of Great Barrier en-route 
Khangsar, which my camera 
automatically detected and 
clicked. I reached Khangsar at 
around 2.30 pm more like a 
traveller and less like an 
explorer, but the fast trekking 
demanded some rest. I had 
often been skipping lunch, for 
I would start late and relied 
solely on dry fruits and 
electrolyte to keep my 
hunger pangs on check, but 
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this was not the same day. The continuous trekking at more than normal speed had made me 
hungry, and Khangsar is a perfect spot for a healthy lunch break. Khangsar is also a favourite 
rejuvenation spot of the Nepali bikers. They park their bikes at Khangsar and walk to Tilicho 
Lake for a picnic, but let me warn you trekking to Tilicho Lake is anything but a picnic. You have 
to work hard, very hard, to reach there; much harder than what you would do to reach any of 
the pilgrimage spots in India or Nepal. Unless you are a Nepali, don't take it lightly. I had the 
strong urge to put up in Khangsar like I did in Chamje and Timang, but now my priorities were 
different; so, after a quick lunch, I left Khangsar at around 3.00 pm. 

I was walking alone on the trek with no sign of habitation whatsoever. Khangsar was the last 
habitation en-route Tilicho Lake; Shree Kharka was just a couple of guest houses sans any 
habitation otherwise; Thare Gompa, lying between Khangsar and Shree Kharka, was 
permanently locked. Lost in my thoughts, I kept walking on autopilot and reached Thare Gompa 
fully exhausted, but there was a steep climb ahead with no option to halt. So, I started climbing. 
On the way up, I saw a strange-looking figure climbing down. It was wearing an overcoat wholly 
covered in snow. When I closed with, it turned out to be a woman. As is the norm in the hills, 
we shared Namastes and started talking about mountains. She was extremely fair, white like 
snow, and could speak many 
different languages. Like 
other Nepalis, she knew Hindi 
as well. She told me she had 
been to India in the past as a 
student but didn't like it much 
She found the solace of 
Annapurnas far better. She 
was also a loner. We got 
talking pretty well on topics 
as eclectic as environment, 
people, cities, politics, weather, love, and sex. Soon we were hugging and embracing each other. 
She invited me for a coffee to her place, which was just a mile away towards Khangsar. I was 
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unattended. I stole their 
water and quenched my 
thirst, at least partially. And 
then I turned my attention 
towards Tilicho Lake. WOW! 

It was serene and she was 
beautiful. Unimaginably 
beautiful! The vast expanse of 
turquoise stretched amidst 
the snowy peaks in the lap of 
the Himalayas, 

unpretentiously pure and virgin. Shiva, the Hindu god, and Buddha, the Buddhist sage, queued 
up to align their faiths with her beauty, but hardly do they know that she is the soft power at its 
best, to which one bows 
respectfully irrespective of 
godly interjections, and so did 
I. I must have reached there 
around 1.30 pm and had to 
return soon to make it to 
Shree Kharka before dusk, but 
I just couldn't move and sat 
there admiring her forever. I 
don't meditate, but there my 
eyes closed reflexively, and I 
sat there as such thinking nothing -- for how long? I have no memory. I was rather lucky to have 
reached there late, for there was nobody to disturb my sleep. Even the weather was very 
pleasant: the sun was shining bright even at 1.30 pm plus. I am a humanist and don't believe in 
the supernatural, but the nature there on that day did pose some very difficult questions, to 
which I have no answers from science. 




35 




Finally, a mean crow woke me up. It was munching on the 
unattended chocolate of the Nepalis. I welcomed my 
partner-in-crime with some dry fruits, but the boss ignored 
the minnow and flew away with his booty even without 
giving a glance. Soon one of the Nepali youths came to 
check on their belongings. I informed him of my and my 
boss's misdemeanor. He was magnanimous and decided 
not to report the matter to the nearest Nepali police post 
(some thousand miles away). It was 2.30 pm. I had to 
return. So did I reluctantly with a very heavy heart. I had 
the option of staying for some time more at Tilicho Lake, 
followed by the overnight stay in TBC and the return trek to Shree Kharka the next day, but I 
didn't exercise the option. Why? Probably, I escalated my commitment to hardcore trekking. Or, 
probably, I escalated my commitment to the guest house in Shree Kharka, where I had 
promised the overnight stay. The picnic-like mood of Nepalis while visiting Tilicho Lake is not 
misplaced. Tilicho Lake is the best camping site possible. I regret escalating my commitment to 
hardcore trekking or the social contract, whatever it was. I have promised myself that if ever I 
visit Tilicho Lake again, I will go in a picnic-like mood, well-equipped for an overnight stay (with 
a bonfire, if feasible). 

The return from Tilicho Lake to TBC is not that difficult. You just need to be a little careful, 
especially on the zigzag stretch. I descended pretty fast in a little more than an hour. The first 
thing I did on reaching TBC was to buy bottled water -- the first and the only bottled water — 
and quenched my thirst. It was nearly 4 pm. I had to hurry up because I had been informed that 
the chances of rockfall in the landslide area increase in the evening. I was pretty tired, but the 
little break at TBC was pretty rejuvenating. Some Indian/Nepali guides escorting a French group 
were applying sunscreen on their lips -- the rough-and-tough guys don't use lip-balms; they 
apply sunscreen on their lips at night. But I still had a long day ahead. 
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Nobody except a porter was trekking towards Shree Kharka at that time of the evening. He was 
not accompanied by any guest. He would often halt to check on me and started moving again 
only on being satisfied about my well-being. I didn't talk to him because I could never catch up 
to his speed even though he was carrying a heavy rucksack. His concern for me, however, 
developed a kind of bond. I also started looking at him as a ray of hope and kept following his 
footsteps, which made the trek easier. Mostly Tamangs work as porters in Annapurna Circuit. I 
had been talking to them. Unlike the Sherpas who operate in the Everest region the Tamangs 
are not very well off financially. In one of the talks, I was informed they get a paltry sum of 500 
Nepali Rupees (NPR) -- 4 $ approx -- for a day's hard work. Were they satisfied? Well...they 
were jovial by nature, but nobody can be satisfied earning so little. On the other hand, I saw 
many Gurung jeep drivers doing pretty well. I suggested the Tamang porters to get jobs as jeep 
drivers. They laughed at my naivety. Of course, I knew nothing about the societal structure. I 
am 40 plus. At times, it became difficult to carry the heavy load of 15 kg rucksack, but I decided 
not to hire a porter. The job of a porter perse is menial. No amount of money can compensate 
for the loss of dignity in such jobs. I didn't know how to infuse dignity; so, I did the job myself. 

In Delhi also, I don't employ domestic workers and do all menial jobs from washing clothes to 
cleaning toilet myself; so, it wasn't too difficult. I was slow and reached Shree Kharka after dark 
in the mobile torch light, but nothing spooky happened this time unless the porter was another 
avatar of yeti. I believe in neither gods nor monsters, but if forced to choose one on gunpoint, I 
would choose yeti as god over monster. 

I was dead when I reached Shree Kharka. This was the first day on the trek without hot shower 
in the morning, but it was very cold in the evening and I couldn't take up the courage to take 
shower. By the way, taking showers in the evening is pretty normal in the hills. Many of them 
use solar water heaters, which are non-operational in the morning because of the water frozen 
overnight. So, they rather operate them in the afternoon/evening. However, the guest houses 
provide hot water to the guests in the morning by heating it up either in the kitchen stove or in 
a gas operated water heater -- some guest houses charge extra for it. The next day was also 
going to be hectic. I had to trek right up to Thorung Pedi, a 7 hrs trek. A goodnight sleep was a 
must. So, I went to sleep early after a fine dinner, postponing the hot shower to the next day 
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The extra load of the blanket was really bugging me. There was not a sign of clouds anywhere. 
The weather information was satisfactory. The chance of 2014 like avalanches was zero. Yet I 
couldn't get myself rid of the extra blanket weighing around 4 kg. This was paranoia at its worst. 

I almost unpacked my whole rucksack to fetch some expendables except the blanket. In fact, I 
had already reduced my rucksack weight by abandoning a t-shirt and a thermal. Dry fruits and 
chocolates had also been distributed lavishly to the cute Nepali kids on the way. There was no 
scope for any further slenderizing. The weighty rucksack complemented my bloated stomach 
and we were not amenable to separation. 

Then I saw someone descending to Thorung Pedi. It was strange because the place was 
uninhabited and it was unlikely for anybody to have trekked from Muktinath to Thorung Pedi at 
such an early hour of the morning. The guy turned out to be a fellow trekker, a British Indian. 

He was returning to fetch water. I remembered myself at Tilicho Lake and empathized with him. 
I offered him companionship and waited for around 15 minutes before he could refill his water 
bottles from the guest house, but the companionship didn't last very long. Either he was too 
fast or I was too slow. Whatever, not long before the young trekker disappeared from my sight. 

I concluded I was too slow and tried adjusting my speed, which was disastrous. I forgot I was 
trekking at a 40 plus age with a bloated stomach, a dizzy orientation, and a drowsy state of 
mind. I started halting out of breathlessness every few minutes. This was what was described as 
acute mountain sickness (AMS) by the HRA lecturer. Even then I couldn't think of Diamox. All I 
could think of was sleep. Imagine sleeping on some loose rock on a precipitous slope. Well.J 
did it. I took a small nap of around 20 minutes. When I woke up I felt better but still not 
refreshed enough to take cognizance of the utility of Diamox. Anyways, I continued trekking 
and reached THC with great difficulty in almost double the ACAP time estimate. It was decision 
time. Either I could continue trekking or take a day's rest in THC. However, I could hardly make 
the decision. The decision was rather made by a real bitch. Dogs don't like me, but the bitches 
don't have any such problems, but this bitch at THC first barked at me, then growled at me, and 
then ran after me till I was shooed away from the site. Well...I was not welcomed and had to 
continue trekking. 
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challenge the weather; wear proper warm clothing including gloves and hats; recognize and act 
on AMS symptoms; and bunch up with other trekkers to insure against sickness. The weather 
was certainly very pleasant. I was wearing proper clothing. AMS symptoms had been 
recognized and acted upon in the form of numerous rests including a short nap though Diamox 
remained ignored. But the last recommendation to bunch up with other trekkers was beyond 
my powers. I was slow and, of course, I was the last man trekking. I had to find a way to trek 
safely without falling sick. My gut instinct told me to rest. So, I decided to maintain the 
consistency of rests instead of that of trekking. The resting gained prominence and the trekking 

was relegated to secondary 
importance. I started with 
setting up very small trekking 
goals rewarded with splendid 
rests. The strategy worked. 
When achieving goals became 
a habit, I challenged myself 
with bigger goals and smaller 
rests, and soon I was trekking 
with a walking rhythm again. 
Once walking rhythm was re¬ 
gained, Thorung La pass was 
reached comfortably, but I had never felt lonelier before. I generally don't leave the race even if 
I am the last one to complete it. So, opting out was just not an option. In hindsight, I shouldn't 
have trekked that day, but once it had been started, it had to be completed. When I reached 
Thorung La pass, I was teary-eyed. It might have been pretty easy for the other trekkers, but, 
for me, with all the constraints of the day, it was almost an unachievable goal, which, in the end, 
had been achieved. Nothing I did that day is advisable except the advice that if you are scripting 
your own story, you are the only one responsible for it; so, do as your gut instincts instruct you 
because the mind may not work without sleep. 
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show stinginess while charging my mobile phone in Thorung Pedi for a fees. I was tired and 
didn't want to walk a bit, but, of course, I had to walk forgetting all discomfort. So, I did the 
needful and reached near the Muktinath temple at around 7.00 pm when the evening oorti 
(prayer) had ended a short while ago. I was greeted by a Hindu priest, who was on his way back 
to a nearby village after attending the aarti. I smiled for I knew I was back to normal. In another 
half an hour, I would be in the company of the same deluded bhakts (devotees), the same 
nonchalant gods, the same unsolicited sermons, the same pesky street vendors, the same 
roadside litter, the same everything that one finds in a popular place of pilgrimage. Comforting 
indeed! It was life back to normal, and I didn't want to walk anymore. No, I am not a 
professional trekker and don't want to be one. I am happy criticizing and commenting on 
society; reading and writing books; interpreting and expressing law; preparing and publishing 
blogs; producing and broadcasting videos (not yet). The love of the nature was not lost; but, for 
the day, I wished to date lesser mortals: actresses, pop divas, fashion models, sports women, 
anchors, et al. 
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And the Fairy Tale Continues... (Muktinath to Tatopani) 


Muktinath is a popular place 
of pilgrimage of Hindus. The 
temple complex, however, 
offers a pride of place to 
Buddha as well; so, it is also a 
Buddhist religious place. I 
noticed this propagation of 
Hindu and Buddhist religions 
in tandem throughout Nepal. 
The syncretism is alluring. I 
am a humanist (a free thinker, 
a naturalist and a human dignity respecter), and the humanist elements in religions do attract 
me, but I was tired and in no mood to go on a discovery sojourn. Muktinath complex, 
nevertheless, turned out to be an excellent source of rejuvenation. There is a big prominent 
Buddha statue (Avalokiteshwara) in the complex visible from a distance. The peaceful location 
of the statue is less crowded compared to the rather congested main Vishnu temple, but the 
sun shines brilliantly over there in the afternoon making it a perfect book reading nook. There 
are many other nooks for books in the complex. What else would a bookworm desire! I spent 
the afternoon reading a book and was 
enlivened for a new start by the evening. 

Earlier in the day, I met the same British Indian. 

He was full of energy even then and had 
already acquired lots of local intelligence 
including the possibility of completing the rest 
of the trek on a rented mountain bike. In fact, 
he rented a bike and left in the morning itself. I 
also arranged for the company of a beauty 
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instead of flying to Pokhara from Jomsom. The remaining trek would become extremely 
pleasurable in the company of the beauty. What better, the bike renting company requested 
for my 15 kg rucksack as security and transported it gratuitously to Tatopani, my final 
destination of the trek. Humanity still exists! 

It was time to discover Mustang, and there can be no better way to do it than on a mountain 
bike. Kagbeni, Jomsom, Marpha, Chhairo, Tukuche, Kalopani: almost every village of Mustang 
offers heavenly pleasure; they are pretty like apsaras (fairies), and I would explore them in a 
fast mode on my mountain bike over the next three days. Kali Gandaki, the river, has her 
soothing presence throughout Mustang district. The story goes that Vishnu, the Hindu god, 
breached Tulsi's martial fidelity by subterfuge, which was a precondition for killing Tulsi's 
husband, a demon. She cursed Vishnu to be a stone but herself turned out to be the 
reincarnation of Lakshmi, Vishnu's wife. So, Vishnu, the god, arranged for her to flow as a river. 
Kali Gandaki, thenceforth, and Vishnu, as having had been turned into the s aligrom stones, 
would live by her banks. The Vishnu worshipped at Muktinath is also in the same s aligrom 
stone form. So...my love for Marsyangdi, the river, was not ill-founded. When gods can love 
rivers, so can humans. But since Kali Gandaki already had a dedicated lover, that too a god, I 
didn't try my luck this time. Nor does anybody else. All worship her as a goddess. Yet, it won't 
be audacious to say she is amazingly beautiful. If not me, my bike would certainly enjoy her 
company pretty often. The upper portion of Mustang is a cold-desert region with heavenly 
views of the mountains, and the lower Mustang is well vegetated with splendid views of 
Dhaulagiri and Annapurna 1.1 had already met the sisters Annapurna II, III, and IV, but the tallest 
of them, Annapurna I, had remained elusive. It was time to explore her beauty. So, I and the 
bike, with slightly different attitudes, entered into an open relationship: she could flirt with Kali 
Gandaki as per her liking and I could admire the beauty of the nature as always, but we would 
nevertheless be inseparable for the next three days and would take care of each other -- the 
bike renting company had helped me with her make-up kit, but she never used it in spite of 
getting dirty time and again; sexy damsels don't do make-up. 
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ordinary winding streets of 
the village lined by mud- 
walled houses made lively by 
the playful children, the 
parked horses, and the 
community activities, 
extended extra-ordinariness 
to the ordinary, manifested in 
the soulful experience. The 
experience gets further 
complemented by the 

gushing Kali Gandaki as constricted by the village. However, soon after passing the village, she 
becomes calm and quiet opening into a very wide valley. The trek from Kagbeni to Jomsom is by 
her side often, albeit buffeted by very strong stormy and dusty winds, turning you back towards 
Kagbeni time and again. It is definitely not easy to leave the village. I saw many on foot trekkers 
fighting their way to Jomsom through the dusty winds. I decided to give them company in their 
resistance movement -- my bike was not ready to zip through anymore without the enormous 
supply of horsepower, which was not possible for an old stud like me; so, we moderated our 
speed and started walking till the time winds moderated their speed. It was lots of hard work. 
People generally prefer to evade this drudgery either in a jeep ride to Jomsom from Kagbeni or 
by bypassing Kagbeni altogether. Taking a jeep ride is not a bad idea, but only if you are just a 
traveller, not an explorer. 

By the time I reached Jomsom, I felt a kind of chest discomfort, which was a new for me. This 
was not the same breathlessness that I had suffered on the way up to Thorung La pass. This was 
more of a heart attack like feeling. I stopped riding the bike immediately and slowly walked 
through the village. Jomsom is the capital of Mustang district. It had a busy airport, a busy bus 
stand, and also a busy jeep stand. It had the district hospital and also a military base. The shops, 
the restaurants, the banks, the guest houses, etc., were also of higher standard. It was by far 
the most developed village — almost a town -- on the trek. Many trekkers prefer either flight. 
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slippery road. It was a major accident albeit without any damage to person or property except 
some minor scratches to my sunglasses -- thanks goodness I was wearing the helmet. I deluded 
myself into believing that the road was extraordinarily bad, but, of course, I was sulking. I was 
not enjoying the climax at all. As soon as I reached Tatopani, I made enquiry about the possible 
modes of transportation to Pokhara, for I wanted to escape as soon as possible. Luckily, I got a 
seat in a soon-to-leave jeep. There was some free time, which I used relaxing in the hot springs 
of Tatopani. I found another British Indian -- a writer who was least interested in reading my 
books -- in Tatopani, who would accompany me to Pokhara in the jeep. The married couple, 
accompanied by the solo trekker, was also relaxing in the hot springs. A few other young/old 
Nepali/European girls/women were also relaxing therein. All of them started looking hot 
enough in the hot springs to use a pick-up line. This break-up with the nature was certainly very 
unbalancing. Thankfully, the jeep driver blew the horn, and I sprung out of the hot springs into 
the rough-and-tough jeep without using any pick-up line. Rest was left to the competence of 
the jeep driver, which he proved well by transporting me safely to Pokhara by the night. And I 
fell dead asleep trying to forget everything. The fairy tale had come to an end. But, of course, 
not. Just add two dots more and the fairy tale continues in your love with nature... 
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The Trip Itinerary 


Day 1: 18.11.2018 

Pokhara to Synange 

Bus & jeep 

Day 2: 19.11.2018 

Synange to Chamje 

On foot 

Day 3: 20.11.2018 

Chamje to Dharapani 

On foot 

Day 4: 21.11.2018 

Dharapani to Timang 

On foot 

Day 5: 22.11.2018 

Timang to Bhratang 

On foot 

Day 6: 23.11.2018 

Bhratang to Hemdu 

On foot 

Day 7: 24.11.2018 

Hemdu to Ngawal and Gyaru and back 

On foot & jeep 

Day 8: 25.11.2018 

Hemdu to Braga 

On foot 

Day 9: 26.11.2018 

Braga to Shree Kharka 

On foot 

Day 10:27.11.2018 

Shree Kharka to Tilicho Lake and back 

On foot 

Day 11: 28.11.2018 

Shree Kharka to Thorung Pedi 

On foot 

Day 12: 29.11.2018 

Thorung Pedi to Muktinath 

On foot 

Day 13: 30.12.2018 

Rest day at Muktinath 

NA 

Day 14:01.12.2018 

Muktinath to Marpha 

Mountain bike 

Day 15:02.12.2018 

Marpha to Kalopani 

Mountain bike 

Day 16:03.12.2018 

Kalopani to Pokhara 

Mountain bike & 

jeep 
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